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was only completely expressed by the Bacchus and
Ariadne of the National Gallery. The Bacchanal,
spoiled by some too brutal process of restoration, in
which the sky, for instance, has been entirely repainted,
is even to-day one of the great treasures of the Prado,
full of the immense joy and strength of youth, of youth
that is about to pass into maturity, that is sure of itself at
last just for a moment before it is gone for ever. ' Chi
boist et ne reboit, ne qais que boir soitl he has written on
the leaf of music that is spread out before the beautiful
woman who holds a bowl aloft to be filled with wine.
What is this company of men and women that has
passed singing over the hills,-and is come to the sea-
shore? In the background a'naked1 figure, shaggy and
splendid, has fallen upop. the primitive wine-press, and
the juice of the grapes, piressed by his weight, flows down
to the sea. It is from thls-purple stream they are drink-
ing, as they dance or throw themselves on the ground in
the shadow of the trees. Who are they that are so
joyful on a summer's day, so thirsty in the genial heat ?
And, above all, who is she, that beautiful, nude woman,
whom they seem to have come upon by chance, as it
were, while she is wrapped in * a passion of sleep' ? Is it
Ariadne? One might almost think so, for far away a
ship with beautiful white sails seeks the horizon. Has
Theseus stolen away while she slept; will she awake
before long to find him gone? The picture is like a
gesture of joy, irresistible in its beauty and delight, that
is about to be interrupted by an irreparable disaster.
In the slightly earlier picture, The Garden of Venus, we
see an immense crowd of little Loves, winged really with
the wings of the sky, playing together furiously, beneath
great trees, in a garden, before the statue of Venus. It
is as though you heard an exquisite, incomprehensible
laughter in the woods at midday. Two women are just